Eiis guard would, friend-like, let him sit
And talk awhile with them, unbound.

Thus they, the night before tbe last,
Were resting, "when a group of girls

Across the small encampment passed,
With laughing lips and scented curls*

Then in the Prisoner's -weary eyes
A sudden light lit up once more,

The women saw him with surprise,
And pity for the chains he bore.

For little women reck of Crime
If young and fair the cH*"**^! be

Here in this tropic, amorous clime
V/Jbere love is still untamed *T**^ free.

And one there -was, she walked less fast,
Behind the rest, perhaps beguiled

By his lithe form, who, as she passed,
"Waited a little while, and smiled.

*I*be guard, In kindly Eastern fashion,
Smiled to themselves, and let her stay.

So tolerant of JM**TM*** passion,

**To love lie has but one more day.*
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